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reasons that moved Salieri to oppose Mozart. A very little Goetz,
would certainly spoil the market for Festival symphonies; but
now that the man is dead, why may we not have the symphony
made a stock-piece at the London Symphony and Richter con-
certs, and performed oftener than once in four years at the Crystal
Palace?

There is that beautiful Spring Overture, too, which the
lamented Macfarren denounced as containing unlawful consecu-
tive sevenths. Are we never to hear those consecutive sevenths
again? Is it to be always Brahms and Bruch and Liszt, until our
rising generation loses all sense of the subtle but immense differ-
ence between first-rate and second-rate in contemporary sym-
phonic music?

From Goetz* symphony to the second edition of Morocco
Bound is one of those violent transitions which steel die critic to
all reverses of fortune. Morocco Bound is not bad fun: its success,
as I shall presently shew, is by no means undeserved. But it has
certain defects which must be as objectionable to nine out of ten
of the people in the theatre as they are to me. Take the orchestra-
tion, for example. Does anybody really enjoy music of which
every alternate four bars or so is played fortissimo on two cornets
in unison, one trombone supplying a bass, two horns filling in
the middle parts, and a side-drum rolling all the time con tutta la
for^a. The stridency and frequency of this exasperating noise at
the Shaftesbury would try the endurance of an agricultural laborer,
much less a nervous Londoner. I am prepared to put up with it
at a circus or a second-rate music-hall; but in a West End theatre,
where a stall costs half a guinea, I protest against the marrow-
bones and cleaver. I find the same kind of fault in the perform-
ance of Mr Charles Danby as Higgins. He has plenty of fun in
him; and he works hard and successfully to keep the piece going;
but he makes an intolerable noise with that brazen voice of his,
which at last begins to jar worse than the cornets, horns, trom-
bone, and side-drum all together. Mr Danby may imagine that
since he represents a retired costermonger he must bawl through
his part as if he were crying the contents of a barrow; but I can

95